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Part | 


For spring, it felt like winter. A chill snipped at Josh's fingers. 

‘| should have worn gloves' He thought, and he held his hands to his mouth, breathing lovely warm air on to 
them. He dragged himself along the side walk, which still glistened with that of winter's wrath. He turned the 
familiar corner and carried on Peter's home. He walked up the path and knocked four times. Nixon, the black 
and white cat of Peter's sat n the windowsill near the front door. He purred at Josh and stretched. The door 
opened and there was the full bearded Peter, like a young Father Christmas. If he was 6 ft 8 

" Josh; come in. And you Nixon" His greeting was the usual. Cold, but warm to the felines. Josh followed his 
friend into the living room - lovely and warm for the freezing Josh - and slumped onto the couch. 

" Why aren't you wearing a jacket? It's freezing out there." Peter sounded like a wise father. 

" Because | didn't think it'd be cold; It's sunny as fuck out there." Josh murmured. Peter smirked and shook his 
head. 


The two sat and spoke for almost 3 hours. Trivial topics as usual. From the cats, to WW2, to them as children 
Peter's niece had found loads of pictures from when they were young. One were they were as young as eight 
years old, baby faced, sitting on the couch. 

" Fuck. | was ugly even then" Josh moaned. Peter laughed and grab the picture back 

" At least you didn't have a fucking Beatle do" Peter shook his head at his young hairdo. 


" | miss those days - We could be assholes and only be slapped on the wrist for it” Josh interrupted Peter's 
day dreaming. 

" Yeah but we didn't get any pussy." Peter smiled. Josh shook his head. 

" We didn't need it," Josh exclaimed." We had music and food" 

Peter chuckled, 

" It was pretty good." 


Josh looked over to his friend. He looked really different, but at the same time, weirdly normal. What Josh 
meant was; the beard - New, and definitely something. Peter never really had a full beard before. A goatee, a 
goatee with big sideburns, fancy pointed sideburns, a moustache (nicknamed the porn'tache) but never an 
actual full beard. He liked it, made Peter look wise and distinguished. He couldn't help but notice he also had put 
on a bit of weight 

(Maybe he WAS Father Christmas) 

but he actually looked healthy, not fat. Like he had meat on his bones for once. 

Peter had been sober for almost nine months now, from everything. He certainly wasn't drinking his beloved 
red wine any more, he didn't even have beer any more. Cold stone. Josh was proud of him. He had watched his 
friend slowly become out of control with both alcohol and cocaine. That was out of the window now - the past 
to be forgotten - things were finally looking up for Peter. Take it, Josh had always had his life on course, but 


he was more proud of Peter for beating his demons than in himself any day. 


" | don't care how soppy this sounds Pete. But, | love you man. You've made me proud with all this.” Josh's 
voice echoed with sincerity. Peter looked up at his friend, fondness writing into his face. 

" | love you too Josh." Peter smiled, and rubbed Josh's shoulder. 

" | just wanted to tell you that. | better be getting off. I'll see you soon" Josh stood up. Peter walked him to 
the front door. Overwhelm with deep affection, Josh and Peter hugged. They said their goodbyes, and Josh 
began down the street. 


Part Two 


Josh awoke the next morning with a severe headache. He hadn't done anything to achieve it; He didn't even 
drink anything, just had his dinner and went to bed. He could barely sit up right with it. His wife told him to 
take some paracetamol and go back asleep. He tried, it didn't work. Nothing was calming it, or even numbing it. 


It got to the point where Josh contemplated sticking a fork in the side of his head to stop it. 


He eventually realised how silly that suggestion was. He didn't think his wife would want to both drive him the 
hospital and clean up the bloody mess. 

( And ruin a good fork for that matter) 

It did not calm, however, through that time. The only thing that happened that was a difference was Josh's 
thoughts. He didn't know why, but he had a very strange, ominous feeling about that day. There was nothing 
special about it - at all, just another day - he couldn't put his finger on it. It was like he was watching a 
horror film. 

He knew something bad was going to happen 

He didn't know what. 

He didn't know why. 

Or how. 

But it was scaring him to death trying to figure it out. His wife was fine. So was he 

( Except the headache and general grumpiness) 


and the house wasn't going to burn down or collapse any time soon. 


A sudden brain wave punched in the face so hard he nearly fell from realisation He hastily typed in the 
numbers and it rung twice. 

" Hello?" The familiar monotone voice answered. Josh let out a relieved sign, 

" Hey Pete.. Sorry for calling you." 

" Er.. OK? Why'd you call me then?" He sounded as confused as Josh was. 

" Just.. | don't know man. My head is doing tosses.. I'll talk to you later OK?" Josh sighed. 

" Well Sal is coming over tonight, you can too." Peter was lively all the sudden, 

" Oh, no. It's OK. | was just checking up on you." 

" | have Pam for that." Peter joked. Josh heard Pam say something in the background, to which Peter replied 
with a laugh. They said goodbye and Josh shoved the phone down. 

‘Why did | do that? He thought, scratching his head. Josh was tempted to go to Peter's. He hadn't seen Sal in 
a while, but his headache ceased to calm still and he didn't want to be a bother. He stayed home, had a few 


more pain killers and his dinner, then went to bed early. 


At about half 6 in the morning Josh received a phone call from Sal. It lasted a whole 8 seconds before Josh 
put the phone down. His body went numb. His skin tingled with shivers and shock. His hands began to tremble, 
followed by his whole body. His jaw dropped open and his head fell down, his chin hitting his chest. His heart 
pounded through his chest. A wave of dizziness hit him like a ton of bricks. The headache from yesterday 
appeared again, more almost ten times the pain. He grasped his head and whimpered. His wife entered the 


room, 


" Josh.. What's wrong? Headache still? I'd have thought it woul-" 

" He's dead." Josh's usually deep voice was like a growl. Like a beast had entered his body. His wife narrowed 
her eyes and went to ask whom. Then she realised. She covered her mouth with her hand, lightly shaking from 
such a horrible realisation. She rubbed Josh's back in an attempt to sooth him. He gently pushed her off and 


motioned for her to leave. 


She quietly closed the door. Josh looked up. The worse thing about this was he couldn't even pretend it was a 
dream. He couldn't just say ‘It must be a dream! 

He knew it wasn't. 

The one thing he knew, from one simple phone call. 


He would never see his best friend again 


~~ End 


